Darcy 


Author: LucyLeppard_ 

Bands: Def Leppard, Guns N Roses 

Characters: Joe Elliott, Phil Collen, Rick Allen, Rick Savage, Steve Clark, Duff McKagan 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Tue Mar 18 2014 10:10:54 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


As | stood up my slippered feet sank into the fresh pile of the new woolen carpet. There had been a knock at 
the large, wooden front door. | was about to go and answer it but as my tired legs dragged my equally 


exhausted body to the door, | got a slight feeling of fear. 


There was a blurred figure of a man wearing a suit in the window of the front door which chilled me to the 
core. I'd seen things like this on crime shows. I'll open the door and he'll charge me with a murder | defiantly 
did not commit, I'd be sentenced to life imprisonment and I'd never see my parents again. Still, | opened the door 


with only slight hesitation. 


"Good evening, or rather good night." The strange man in the black suit greeted, laughing at his own feeble joke. 
"Right, I'm Detective Lucas. Mind if | come in?" 


Without even waiting for my reply, which was going to be no, Detective Lucas had allowed himself into the 
house and walked straight into the living room without even taking his shoes off. Huffing | slammed the front 
door shut and while composing myself, walked uncertainly into the living room. My feet once again sinking into 


the soft carpet. 


"Please sit down" | said sarcastically, when | noticed that Detective Lucas had already sat in the white leather 


armchair. 


"Take a seat." Detective Lucas commanded, | nodded and biting my tongue sat down on the edge of the coffee 
table. | pulled my dress down slightly as it crept up my leg and looked Detective Lucas in the eye. 


"How long is this going to be?" | asked, Detective Lucas frowned glancing at the clock. 


"Not too long." Detective Lucas muttered, as he searched through his suit jacket for his notepad. "Are they 
your parents?" | glanced at the framed picture on the mantel piece. 


"Yes. What ever it is you have to say, say it. Get it over with." | replied, Detective Lucas opened his notepad 
and looked at me dead in the eye. His cold grey eyes delving deep into my mind and soul. 


"Miss Watson, your parents died this morning in a car accident” Detective Lucas said, | shook my head. "I'm 


sorry for your loss Miss Watson." 


"Get out." | commanded staring at him, my face expressionless. He sat still. "Get out." | commanded louder this 
time. 
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My heart skipped a beat as the faded memory flooded my mind like a waterfall crashing into a lake. A 
photograph on Sav's mantel piece had caught my eye. It's elegant silver frame holding a photograph which is 
anything other than elegant. Haunting. Morbid, almost. My hands grew clammy and as | gradually lost grip of 
the slender neck of the bottle of vodka in my hand, | took a large swig wiping off any traces of the liquid from 
my lips with my free hand. 


Drinking; it kept me sane when everything went wrong. Now it keeps me sane all the time. | don't have a 
problem. Knowing | have a few bottles of vodka or beer in my cupboard calms me down, drinking it helps even 
more. l'm not in a dark place where the only survival method is to drink. No. | just enjoy a drink, which is 
proberly guiding me toward a dark place. Handling my liquor is a handy skill | possess. | personaly think | just 


get so far past drunk I'm sober again. 


Its destroyed me really, my usual pale skin has gone from being pale due to lack of tanning to pale due to 
never leaving the house. My weight has increased because l'm bloated and because my exercise plan went out 
the window a few months back. My bright green eyes have become shadowed and my wavy, auburn hair has 
become limp and lifeless. My body was dying and yet as much as | care, it doesn't bother me. | feel rubbish 
everyday, like a washed up piece of driftwood on a sandy beach who's only ever known about because an over 
weight tourist discovers it. 


Taking another swig from the bottle | hear the soft click of the front door being opened and closed. | panicked. 
Moving quickly | screwed the cap back onto the bottle of vodka and hid it behind a large potted plant in the 


corner of the room. As | collapsed onto the cream sofa | see Sav standing in the doorway staring at the 


corner of the room towards the plant. 


"Darcy Watson please tell me when | walk over there | won't see a half drunk bottle of vodka hidden behind the 
plant." Sav whispered, | looked over at him. His usual happy glow had gone and his grey eyes filled with tears. 


He silently walked across the room and pulled out the bottle of vodka from behind the potted plant. | looked 
away as he held it in his hand and looked across at me, tears now falling from his eyes and sliding their way 
down his cheeks till they dropped onto his dark grey t-shirt. My eyes filled with tears as | plucked up the 
courage and looked at him. Without a sound he knelt down infront of me and placed the bottle on the floor next 
on him, not bothering to pick it up when it lost balance and fell onto it's side. My hands itched to reach out 
and pick it up but Sav took my hands in his own. 


"Darcy look at me." He whispered, | looked at him taking everything in. 


How his grey eyes were clouded over with sorrow and how his cheeks were glazed with salty tears which 
were quickly washed away by a fresh set. How his usually soft lips had become chapped with worry, and how 
his Bells Palsy was acting up because of exhaustion I'd done this to him and | knew it. 


"Darcy, | don't want you to lie to me okay? Did you drink this?" Sav asked, | nodded guilt clouding my mind. 
"That's all" Sav stood up and was about to walk out the room when | grabbed his hand and forced him to kneel 


back down. He frowned. 


"Sav hear me out, please." | begged, losing control of the guilt and sadness which flooded through my body and 


mind. He shook his head. "Please." | begged once again, my voice cracking as tears poured down my face. 


‘Ive heard you out enough times Darcy. | love you | really do but I'm done. | can't do this anymore. What more 


is there to say?" 


"This. | don't enjoy it. It's not all fun and games. All that's gone. | don't have a problem just a possession A 
desire. | just-" 


"You just what Darcy? Can't stop. Steve said that and strangely enough he didn't have a problem. In the end 
though the drink stopped it for him didn't it? Darcy what's gone on this last year that you're not telling me? 
Do you think Steve would want you to be doing this to yourself?" Sav snapped standing up and trying to walk 


away. 


"| love you. | don't want to die Sav, | never have wanted to die. I'd miss you too much, they don't have room in 


hell for friends." | shouted after him falling to the floor as tears overtook my entire body. 


He looked over his shoulder at me, properly contemplating whether or not to come and sit with me. Or 
whether or not to cry with me like he always use to. Sav thinks things through before doing anything he 
always has, sometimes he doesn't think for long. This was different. He knew if he cried with me he'd given in 


He never gives in. On the other hand | was practically his daughter, he couldn't turn his back on me could he? 


"Darcy, l'm sorry. | shouldn't have mentioned Steve. | just don't know what to do. With Steve everything was 
different. You don't have everything like him. | just, | can't see you like this. It's ageing me Darcy | don't like 
ageing." Sav rambled, | looked up at him and shook my head. 


"Look Duff's coming over soon why don't you go over to your house and get ready? He's meeting you there 
anyway.He'll talk to you Darcy. | can't it's too much. Trust me though, I'm never giving up on you." Sav 


whispered, | nodded and ran out the room. 


Luckily | only live next door to Sav. Even so | managed to get slightly wet from the rain pounding down onto 
the gravel drive as | ran to my house. The door was unlocked so | pushed it open and stepped in, the house 
filling me with a familiar warmth. As | walked towards the stairs | toppled slightly catching myself on the 


banister. 


Duff McKagan was a very close friend of mine, what young children would call a best friend. He was my idol 
really. So what he'd had his downs, we all have, but he's had an amazing life and that's what | like about him. If 
you get him in the right mood some of the stories he could tell you are so mythical that even | can't believe 


it and | toured with Def Leppard for thirty one years. 


Sav was the one who introduced us. He was almost completely unconscious from alcohol but even so we got on 
well together. To me that makes our friendship even more close knit, I've seen him at his worst and he's seen 


me at my worst. 


As | changed clothes into something a bit less lazy day | thought about that. He'd seen me at my worst. He'd 
helped me through that when no-one else could and at the time he wasn't exactly in a good place. It made me 
wonder if | should do something to repay him, until | realized it was too late and he was knocking on the door. 


Slipping on my Gucci high tops in realised that the knocking on the front door had become more impatient. 


"Shit, its raining.” | mumbled running out my room and down the stairs, my skater style dress flowing out as | 


did. 
‘lm so sorry Duff" | exclaimed giggling slightly. He rolled his eyes and stepped into the house. 


"Darcy have you been drinking?" He asked concern clear in his voice. | shook my head. "Darcy | can smell it on 


you." 


"Look alright maybe | had one or two but I'm fine. Never been better." | admitted only half telling the truth. 
Duff shook his head and took his coat and shoes off, he left his suitcase in the hallway and walked past me to 


the living room. | closed the front door and ran after him. 


"You always lie to me, don't you? Darcy l'm not stupid. If you've only had one or two drinks then its fucking 


strong stuff. I've dealt with what drinking can do to someone you can tell me what you've drank even if you 


can't tell Sav." Duff half shouted at me when | walked into the room and saw him sitting on the white fabric 


sofa. | nodded and sat next to him. 


| told him everything. Everything. How I'd really felt after Steve's death and how even though | was so young 
that's how | got into drinking. How | covered it up by simply declining drinks when people asked, and how | don't 
have a problem. Duff sat listening, he looked emotionless. Maybe that's a good thing, its better than anger. At 
the end of the story though his breathing had become ragged asif he was going to cry. Tears were pouring 
down my face ruining my make-up and the effects of the vodka had completely worn off. | was tired, upset 
and itching to just walk into the kitchen and fetch a bottle of vodka. 


| took this time to study Duff though, much like | had with Sav. In the hour or so I'd been talking he seemed to 
have aged, his face had become lined with worry which would slowly wear off. Hopefully. | noticed his hands 
were twisted together asif he was trying to restrain himself from hitting me. Hands aged a person, and even 
Duff isn't an exception to that. His usual outfit of black jeans and a black t-shirt had almost changed from a 


rockstar mood to a funeral mood. It was like | was staring at the old Duff, the one who nearly drank himself to 


death, not the new sober Duff McKagan. 


Sighing | slowly stood up and walked out of the room. He made no attempt to stop me. He merely looked up 
from the grey carpet for a second or two. It was too risky to have a drink now, even though he knew 
everything. Instead | did something | hadn't done for a few years. Sliently walking into my music room | sat on 


one of the amps and picked up the electric guitar sat next to it. 


It was Steve's. He'd left it to me when he'd died on the promise that | carried on playing. He knew | wouldn't 
stop something if he really wanted me to carry on. Even to this day that still makes my heartache. The 
memory of being handed this guitar is just too much. It was horrible how they just handed it over like it was 
a piece of fruit. To me it's more than that. It's a miracle it's survived all these years. It still sounds as good 


as ever. 


“Steve, | have some explaining to do." | whispered, holding the guitar and looking at the Def Leppard poster 
framed on the black wall opposite me. "I never meant to end up like this. Everyone thought that after seeing 
what all this did to you | wouldn't be this stupid. How wrong could they be? I'm still trying to deal with it you 
know. The death and everything. If you could see me now you'd proberly have a go at me, drowning myself in 
alcohol proberly isn't the best thing to do. Talking to poster isn't either is it? | miss you. I'm so, so sorry. I've 
disappointed you and | never meant to do that" 


My eyes were glued to the poster on the wall, even when it became blurred because I'd been focusing on it 
for so long. Tears had trailed their way down my face and dropped onto the dark red body of the guitar and 
then carried on their journey to my bare leg. | sat still, like | was waiting for something to happen. Nothing 


ever did. | could sit waiting for years and I'd never see him again. Ever. That hurt more than anything. 


"Darcy. | was wrong." A voice whispered. | glanced towards the door and saw Sav stood leaning against the 


frame. 


"About what?" | choked out. 


‘lm not going to just stand aside and watch anymore. I'm going to listen to you. I'm not going to go walking off 
anymore. It just hurts to see someone you love so much do this to themselves. You know that. It's just that 


after what just happened I've realized | need to stop running away." 
"You don't have to. I'm fine." | whispered, Sav shook his head and came and knelt down in front of me. 


"When your parents died we, as in the band, made a promise that we'd look after you. I'll be damned if I'm not 


going to do that" Sav stated, | nodded. I'll be damned if | actually listen 


"Sav can you just leave me alone to think please?" | whispered, he nodded and left closing the door behind him. | 
stared at the poster again. 


Without even knowing it I'd stood up and picked up my acoustic five string bass guitar and began to play some 


Whitesnake. | was on auto pilot, which was no surprise when | played I'm always on auto pilot. 


I'd made this room my music room for that reason and that reason only. It really should have been a second 
living room, but only | live here so | didn't really need that. Within days of moving in it had been soundproofed 
and painted in a black and yellow colour scheme. With my various guitars, piano and other instruments 


scattered around the large room. As they are my prized possessions it had been the the first room to be 


fully decorated and furnished. 


Music was my way of escape. I'd been brought up around it. Various people had taught me how to play, how to 
write and how to record. There's just something about music | can't put my finger on. Everyone who knew me 
knew that it came in a very close first after family and friends for me. Except maybe now where alcohol is 


slowly creeping towards second place. 


As | was thinking and playing I'd never took my eyes of my Def Leppard poster. Even though | loved the poster 
to bits it was haunting. Steve's smiling face and how distant his eyes were seemed to fight each other. Both 
showing emotion but each showing a completely different emotion. Only a nutcase like me would ever notice or 
someone who was close to him, also like me, would ever notice. Don't get me wrong Steve smiled a lot there 


was just something odd about this one. 


| was singing now, the lyrics to Too Many Tears taking a slightly different meaning. Having always being my 
favourite Whitesnake song it was abnormal for me to hear myself singing the song with as much emotion as | 
was. | always sang with emotion but recently I'd ever so slightly abandoned my music and, to be honest, | think 
| was just getting rid of all the feelings which had become trapped in my body with no where to go. Rather like 


a rabbit in a hutch which was slowly getting more scared and angry. 


"Darcy are you okay? You've been in there for so long me and Sav have ordered chinese because it's nearly 


rine o'clock" Duff called through the door. Glancing at the clock | set my guitar aside and opened the door. 


"Yeah, sorry." | mumbled pushing past him and walking into the kitchen 


"Hey Darcy we got you that noodle thing you always have." Sav informed me as | marched past him to the 
drinks cupboard and opened the door. 


"I've got to have one somewhere." | mumbled to myself searching through the cupboard for a beer. 


"Darcy no." Sav said pulling me away from the cupboard while Duff closed the door. | groaned and let Sav slide 


me across the room. 
"I'll have one later." | stated as if to annoy Sav. It worked. 


"You won't because I'll be here. Now come on Sav was about to tell me about the time you beat the shit out 


of Rick when he came out of hospital” Duff said, | groaned once again. 

XE% 

"Rick's here!" Joe called into the small house making us all jump up and run into the hall. 

Rick was stood looking as far away in his own land as humanly possible. He winced every time someone hugged 
him and groaned in pain when Phil gave him a ‘manly’ hug and slapped him on the back. | giggled slightly then 
my eyes filled with tears. 

Clinging onto Steve's legs | sobbed dry sobs, until Rick noticed and knelt down so | could go and hug him. 


"Darcy l'm back" Rick whispered, | smiled my sobs quickly disappearing. 


"Brothers don't have a arm missing." | pointed out walking over to him slowly and with caution, almost like he 


was the monster Steve had been warning me about that hid under my bed. 

‘Only special brothers have one arm missing. Brothers who love their sisters very much." Rick informed my 
three year old brain. I'd been very quick at learning and understanding. Or as Phil put it ‘being as good as uncle 
Phil. 


"It looks odd." | added, pointing to his armless shoulder. 


"Do you know something Darcy?" Rick asked, | shook my head. "It feels odd. The rest of me isn’t going to 


disappear you know." 
"Pinky promise?" | asked offering my little finger, Rick hesitated then linked our little fingers. 


| missed you when | was in hospital. There was a child there who visited her mum everyday and she was just 


like you only not as pretty and smart" 


"Joe do you think we should leave them?" Phil asked Joe shook his head. 


"She'll flip in a minute, you watch." Joe muttered, | looked up at him and he pretended to become interested in 


his nails. 

"Why will | Uncle Joe." | asked him, he glanced at Sav and Steve who sent him a warning look. "Uncle Joe?" 

"How about giving Rick a hug then maybe I'll tell you, eh?" Joe said, | nodded and ran at Rick to give him a hug. 
He couldn't hug properly anymore. He wouldn't be able to carry me around anymore. | wanted my brother Rick 
back not this weird lopsided version 

Its not right. It doesn't work." | said, taking a step back my bottom lip wobbling. 

"Told you." Joe stated. 

"It doesn't fit. No. No. No. It's wrong." | stated, Rick sighed. 


"What's wrong?" He whispered, hurt flashing across his eyes. 


"You can't hug properly. Did they give you a no hug medicine at the hospital?" | asked, Rick shook his head. 
"Then it's just not right." | shouted lashing out. 


Tears poured down my chubby cheeks and Steve scooped me up only to have me wriggled and kick at the air 
in front of me. | wriggled free from Steve and ran over to Rick, who had now stood up. | punched and kicked 
him in the legs still crying. Then | stopped and began to hug his legs. Everyone stood stunned. 


"This still works." | whispered. 
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Falling. 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it\'s so late... 


Me and Sav were lying on the sofa like a married couple as Duff had so kindly told us. My head rested on his 
chest listening to his heart beat, the calm thud relaxing me. Now and then he'd kiss the top my head and I'd 


relax even more. 


We were sat in silence. No music, no television, no talking. We didn't need to speak, in a way the silence spoke 


enough words. 


Me and Sav have always had that kind of bond, it was unbreakable. It had been unbreakable since we first met 
back when | was only a toddler. Back when | didn't understand the complicated world that surrounded me. Back 
when me and Sav use to run around the backstage area of the venues playing tag. Suprisingly no-one use to 


play with us. We just had that kind of bond, he was like a father to me; only better. 

"Darcy Rick's calling." Duff called into the living room. Sighing | walked into the kitchen. 

"What" | stated slapping Duff on the head lightly. 

"Rick is calling you over that video thing." Duff explained. My shoulders dropped slightly. 

Duff passed me the laptop and walked out the room. The kitchen was probably my least favourite place to be 
because the drinks cabinet was only meters away and | knew right now | couldn't reach in and take a drink. As | 
answered the call to Rick that was all | could think of. | couldn't think about the man trying to talk to me. 
Flashbacks of Steve filled my mind. Flashbacks of watching Steve fall over while he walked to his drinks cabinet. 
Flashbacks of me being dragged away from Steve by Sav or Joe. Flashbacks of me being told he'd died. 
Flashbacks which never ended. They never ended. It never ended. 

"Darcy. Darcy." Rick exclaimed, | turned the face the computer. 

‘Ive gotta go." | mumbled my words almost completely inaudible. 

| didn't wait for Rick to say anything before | snapped the laptop screen down and ran over to my cupboard. 
Silent tears poured down my face as | filled my arms with bottles of white wine, vodka and beer. | wasn't 


thinking. | needed to drink. | needed to feel the burn as it ran down my throat. The door to my music room 


slammed shut behind me and before | knew it my shaking hands and turned the key in the lock 


‘I'm a mess can't you see that? It's all your fault. | watched you all those years. Now look at me. Look at me 


Steve." | screamed dropping my bottles of alcohol on the thickly carpeted floor. 
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‘Steve's asleep sweetheart you don't want to wake him do you?" Joe whispered as he carried me away from 


Steve. | shook my head. 
"Can we go to the park Uncle Joe?" | asked, slowly Joe nodded sighing slightly. 
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"See this is all you. | hate you. | hate you. | hate you." | screamed opening my first bottle of vodka my hands 
shaking violently. 


xe 
‘| love you Steve." | whispered as he pulled the bed sheets up to my chin 


"If you knew me you wouldn't. Get some sleep Darcy, we've got a big day tomorrow. Night night" Steve 
whispered. He kissed me on the forehead and left the room turning the light off as he went. 
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The vodka slid down my throat and settled in my stomach. | smiled at the familiar burning sensation 


| was so innocent back then. Back then | believed Joe that Steve was only sleeping when he'd really passed out. 


Back then | didn't realize how haunted and scared Steve was. | know now, but it's too late. It's too late to save 


him and | hate myself for that. 


My vodka was soon finished so | set about drinking some wine. | don't like wine much, it doesn't burn as much. 
Not like vodka did. Wine got you drunk, | didn't want to get drunk | just wanted to drink. Drinking is all | need. 
Except maybe Sav, | need Sav. 


"Sav." | called weakly, praying that he'd hear me. He didn't. 

My body ached and my mind was racing. Flashbacks reappeared and yet my body couldn't keep up with them. 
My final bottle of wine slipped from my fingers and crashed to the floor knocking my drum kit on the way. My 
vision became blurred and my legs gave way under my weight. I'd hit rock bottom and before | knew it my 


head hit the floor knocking me out. 
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| don't care Sav Darcy can't see this." Joe shouted as Sav paced around the living room. 
"She has to say good bye Joe." Sav yelled. There was a loud bang as Sav punched the wall. 


Me and Phil were sat in the kitchen eating breakfast listening to Sav and Joe's argument with smiles on our 


faces. Mine because | didn't understand what was going on and Phil's because he knew what was going on 
"Uncle Phil, can we go to the park today?" | asked playing around with my cereal 

"Not today Darcy. We've got a lot to do today. | thirk-" 

"Sav | don't care what you say, she's not going. | don't want to see her cry because of him" Joe exclaimed. 


"Why not? She's cried because of you being a tosser before why can't see cry for someone else?" Sav said his 


already loud voice rising with each word. 

"She has not, and don't you ever call me a tosser again you dickhead." Joe replied, his voice equally as loud. 
"What are they shouting about?" | asked staring at Phil as tears formed in his eyes. 

"We're going to drop Steve off at that place today. He's going on holiday." Phil replied wiping his eyes. | frowned. 
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"Steve's dead" Janie said her voice completely blank of all emotion, even over the phone. 

| told you not to say anything.” Joe exclaimed, but that was all | heard. 

The phone crashed to the wooden floor with a bang before | heard the line go dead. My heart wrenching 
screams filled the hallway of Sav's new house, tears blurred my eyes and | crashed to the floor my legs 
giving way under my weight. 


Steve was dead. End of. Janie had said so. He'd died. | couldn't believe it. Not Steve. He couldn't be dead. 


My mind raced and my heart couldn't keep up. Sav ran into the hall when he heard me scream and before | 
knew it he'd sat down behind me. 


"Darcy what is it?" Sav asked concern clear in his voice. | just shook my head. | couldn't speak 
Sav seemed to understand because he started to run his fingers through my hair to calm me down, Slowly my 


screams turned into sobs and | relaxed into Sav's hold My mind was still racing and my heart was still 


pounding but | was safe with Sav. 


"Don't ever leave me." | begged looking at Sav with pleading eyes. 

| would never leave you. Just tell me whats gone on" He whispered, kissing the top of my head. 
‘Steve's died" | whispered my voice nothing more than a soft, monotone noise. 

Sav's breathing hitched before he started to cry. His heart beat became irregular and his body sank 
"No, no, no." He muttered, kissing the top of my head. "Please God no." 
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